



Sntu? Extori mtbtbeCefjin, • • '“ 

plk v--v.'. 

Ex*™, Great King, within this Coffin I prcfent 
Thy buried fear? : hefcreia ill breathldrelies 
The inighti^ft ot thy greatert enemies, 

Richard oi Burdeanx, by me hither brought 
V pon my head, and alhhis famous land. 

Fr°m y ° ur ° wne niouth (my Lo.)did I thisdcd 
m T‘ fr ylo , uc not P°y Con > tllat d ° poyfon need, 

Nor doe I thee, though I did wiflj him dead; 

Jhate the murtherer, loyehim murtheredr 
Tneguilt of confcieoce take thou for thy labour, 

But neither my good word, nor Princelie fanour: 
Withfame gowanderthrough the iliade of night, 

And neuer fiiew thy head by day nor light. 

Lords, 1 proteft myfotjle isfoll ofwoe, t . 

Thatplpod^fboyld fprinckle me to make focgrow* 

Comemournewifom.e,,forwhatldoelamenf, 

And put on follcn blacke incontinent; „ 

Pe make a voyage tothe Holy land, , . 

To waih this bfopd off from my guiltiehand* 

March fadly after, grace my mournings hecre, 

In weeping after this vntimely JBeei e. 
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